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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE OUTCAST 

Into the valleys I flee, into the shadows; 

But there is no peace, no sanctuary. 

The hills, like elephants, 

Shoulder noiseless through the clouds 

And close in on me. 

Where shall I hide from the tread of their feet? 

I have overset the gods in the temples, and there is none 

to protect me — 
The little gods of jade with staring eyes, 
The great gold and black gods with foolish faces. 

Tell me, little gods of the North and East, and of the 

South and West, 
How long shall my bones wait, lying on these rocks, 
To become as white as the broken plaster 
Of the images in the temple? 
Tell me, true gods, 
Speak a swift word! — 

For the clouds descend in a hot white mist of wrath, 
And through them stamp the elephants . . . 
The terrible elephants . . . 
Trumpeting . . . 

SWAMP LILIES 

Today I feel new-born, for I have seen 

A stretch of cloistered wood thick-spread with green, 
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Where wet wild lilies grew on every side, 
Streaming away — an immobile white tide. 
Not as the sun that bursts upon our eyes 
At morning, making glory of the skies, 
But like the slow, pervading evening light 
They filled the eye — a world of silvery white 
Withdrawn and exquisite, as from the sod 
They breathed the still inviolateness of God. 

Josephine Pinckney 



FORGOTTEN 

How can I remember 
Autumn and pain, 

When trees hold dreams 
In their arms again ? 

How can my heart break 

Till it cries? 
The joy of summer 

Has made me wise. 

I can't remember 
What hurt me so — 

Autumn and winter 
Were so long ago. 
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